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‘And don't imagine you'll get 
anywhere with the nurses,’ Steve 
Conway told Rob Kenley. ‘They all 
keep it strictly for qualified men.’ 


The two of them were sitting in the 
corner of the main cafeteria in St 
Perkin’s Hospital. They were both 
medical students and therefore as 
Steve had just said ‘the lowed of the 
low’ — although Rob would be ‘the 
very, very lowest’ as he was just 
starting his internship whereas Steve 
had already done six months. And 
certainly new man Rob could forget 
any thoughts he might have of fucking 
any nurses. 

It was mid morning and the cafeteria 
was reasonably busy and there were 
several good-looking nurses to be 
seen. One in particular was at the 
counter paying for a cup of coffee: a 


very pretty girl with reddish-chestnut 
hair and a nicely feminine shape 
under her tight white uniform. They 
both watched her bottom greedily as 
she walked over to sit with two other 
nurses on the other side of the room. 


“Nice eh!’ observed Steve. 'Hazel 
Brown. Wouldn't you like to stick 
your thing into that! But absolutely no 
chance. Our Hazel will only do it with 
fully qualified doctors, certainly not 
you or me. Actually as it happens 
you'll see she has a wedding ring. Yes 
married. Not that that stops her 
fucking any doctor who asks. Oh yes 
Rob my lad, once you're qualified you 
can get all you want. In about four 
years time eh!” 


Rob didn’t answer. Nurse Brown was 
certainly tasty. And married! She 


couldn't be much more than 20. 
Could she really be fucking the 
qualified doctors? Probably it was just 
Steve’s over-heated imagination. 


‘Come on,’ Steve said getting to his 
feet. ‘Back to it.’ They carried their 
cups over to the counter. Hazel 
Brown was laughing with her 
companions. Rob felt a stab of lust. 


* * * 


Ten minutes later Hazel Brown and 
the two other nurses also exited. 
Outside they parted, Hazel turning 
left towards Outpatients. A little way 
along the corridor she was stopped by 
a white-coated doctor. “Have you got 
a moment, Nurse,’ he asked her 
formally. His English had a slight 
accent. 
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His name was Dr Asrun Kerala. He | consulting room. It contained a | hershapely boobs. 
was about 45, a heavily-built Asian. | metal-framed bed and a chair. Dr 
Hazel pursed her lips, then forced a | Kerala locked the door behind them, | ʻI.. I'm due on duty,’ she stammered. 
smile. ‘Well, just a moment.” then smirked at Hazel. ‘I just thought | Her pretty face was flushing. 
you might need a little check-up, 
She followed him into a small | Nurse Brown.’ His hands took hold of | ‘Oh just a few minutes. A check-up 


won't take long. But a girl does need 
one now and then. Especially a young 
and pretty married girl, eh? In case 
that husband is fucking you too much. 
So just take your knickers off. And 
get on the bed." 


They both watched her bottom 
greedily as she walked over to sit with 
two other nurses on the other side of 
the room. 


Hazel hesitated, nervously biting her 
lip and glancing at the locked door. 
Then her hands went up under her 
stiff white skirt and apron. Shortly a 
flimsy pair of blue nylon knickers 
appeared. She stepped out of them. 


Dr Kerala hand went between her 
legs, sliding up above her stocking 
tops to her warm upper thighs. Hazel 
shuddered as the hand cupped her 
moist cunt. Two fingers slid into her. 


‘Yes, definitely in need of a check- 
up,’ the doctor said in his precise 
English. 


He pushed Nurse Brown onto the 


bed. She lay on her back, obediently 
raising her k and opening her 
legs. Dr Kerala’ ekly brilliantined 
head went in between her spread 
thighs. Hazel groaned as his tongue 
probed her cunt. She squirmed her 
hips, her hand stroking the back of his 
head. Dr Kerala vigorously sucked 
her for а few minute: then 
disengaged. Standing up he ripped 
open his white jacket and unzipped 
his trousers. A large, purple-headed 
erect penis sprang free. 


Her hands went up under her stiff 
white skirt and apron. Shortly a flimsy 
pair of blue nylon knickers appeared. 
She stepped out of them. Dr Kerala 
hand went between her legs. 


The doctor took hold of Hazel’s legs, 
pulling them so that her wet pussy was 
nicely positioned at the edge of the 
bed. Then he slid his big organ up her 
tightly-gripping tunnel. 


* * * 


Rob Kenley happened to be passing 
in the corridor when the door to the 
consulting room opened. It was that 
lovely nurse, Hazel Brown. Inside the 
little room he could see a heavily-built 


Somehow he knew she had just been 
fucked by that doctor ... and no doubt 
fucking while on duty was a serious 
offence. 


Indian doctor, with a satisfied smirk 
on his broad face. And Hazel ... Her 
face was red and flushed. Her eyes 
caught Rob’s, then she looked quickly 
away and began hurrying along the 
corridor. Rob’s eyes followed the ripe 
sway of her bottom. He hesitated ... 
then on impulse strode after her. 


He caught up just round the corner. 
He had no real idea what he was going 
to say, but words somehow came out. 
Breathlessly he said he needed to see 
her. It was important. 


She stopped. Did those green-brown 
eyes have a panicky look? Somehow 
he knew she had just been fucked by 
that doctor ... and no doubt fucking 
while on duty was a serious offence. 
She said she couldn't stop, she was in 
a hurry. Her voice had a haughty 
edge. Contemptuous. He was only a 


medical student, and even worse a 
very new one. ‘The very lowest of the 
low’ as Steve had put it. 


He racked his mind. Something! 
Something more than just saying he 
would tell her husband. She would 


simply laugh at that, because he had 
no possible evidence. But something. 
And then ... Yes? What was the name 
of the bloke. The Hospital Registrar. 
the chief bloke Billings 
Something like that. 


Binnings. Mr Aubrey Binnings! 


‘I just thought we might have a 
drink, when you're off.’ She had 
already begun to shake her head. A 
contemptuous tossing of those auburn 
curls. He forced a laugh. *And I can 
tell you about the big man. Aubrey 
Binnings. Did 1 say he was my uncle? 


Oh yes. And of course he's got this big 
thing, hasn't he? Nurses. I mean I 
think he thinks they should all be 
virgins. Certainly no hanky-panky. 
No fucking on the sly. When on duty. 
‘Oh Christ he’d go bananas about 
anything like that." 


The look of contempt had gone, as 
this utterly unexpected statement 
took root in her head. Unbelievable? 
But she couldn't afford not to believe 
it. 


“Mr Binnings? He's not really 
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‘What? Oh yes. ГЇЇ be seeing him at 
the weekend. Boring, but he's keen to 
see me. Now that started here. 
He'll want me to tell him ... well, 
everything I suppo: Rob grinned. 
*Anbd Pm sure he'd like to know 
about any nurses who're, fucking 
doctors while on duty. No doubt 
about и! 


Hazel agreed to go for a drink when 
she came off duty that afternoon. She 
didn't really have time to, she stressed 
to. Rob, she had to get back.to mal 

meal. For her husband, Derek. She 
had made sure he saw the ring on her 
hand. Clearly she hated: being 
bothered with this lowly student but 
equally evidently Hazel felt she had 


e. Not if he might be talkin 


hospitals top man. Mr 
Binnings who was hot on anything at - 
all unseemly. Hazel knew that 
screwing Dr Kerala in that little 
consulting room could mean instant 


though not for Dr Kerala who at the 
most might get a minor reprimand. 


Rob laughed. ‘I understand. Only a 
quick drink. And a little chat, eh? 


She was fantastic. Those tits, and the 
super legs! That ripe bottom in her 
tight skirt, the cheeks like two 
struggling animals in a sack! 


Yes a quick chat. And ...? He was 
going to want to fuck her of course. 
Quite definitely. She was fantastic. 
Those tits, and the super legs! That 
ripe bottom in her tight skirt, the 
cheeks like two struggling animals in a 
sack! Yes, Hazel Brown would be a 
really lovely fuck. But he wanted 
something else too. Those 
contemptuous, dismissive looks, 
which he would still be getting if she 
wasn't so scared of Binnings. Haughty 
Hazel Brown needed something for 
that. Quite definitely. 


What she needed was that pretty 
bottom caning! A few really stinging 
cuts of a cane on her bare ripe rear! 


In the pub he said, ‘I think we're going 
to need a little something. A little 
punishment. Don't you think? For 
screwing that Indian. What did you 
say his name was: Dr Kerala? I mean 
think of your marriage vows, Hazel." 


Hazel tried to protest that she hadn't 
screwed him. They hadn't been doing 
anything in that little room. Rob leant 
close and surreptitiously slid his hand 
up her skirt. ‘Don’t be silly Hazel. I'm 
not stupid you know. Now what Га 
like ..." 


A little room over in the West Wing. 
This floor was due to be redecorated 
sothe rooms were temporarily empty. 
Rob had first thought of getting Hazel 
round at his digs but that might not be 
ideal with his nosy landlady. Then he 
found out about the West Wing from 
Steve. Perfect! 


Hazel didn't think so of course, but 
she had reluctantly agreed to come 
here with him. She could guess what 
he wanted. Naturally. He wanted 
what Dr Kerala got — what Hazel 
should be keeping for her husband 
Derek of course. Yes this Rob Kenley 
undoubtedly wanted to fuck her. Well 
there was not much she could do 
about it if Mr Binnings was his uncle. 


The thought had crossed Hazel's 
mind that Rob might be making that 
up but could she risk it? The answer 
was no and therefore she was going to 
have to let him fuck her. 


Actually he wasn't such a bad looking 
bloke. It was just the thought of going 
with a mere student. And a really raw 
new one! When a pretty nurse 
have her pick of all the fully qu: 
doctors. Men who really counted for 
something in the hospital. And of 
course Dr Kerala wasn't the only one 
Hazel gave her favours to on the 
quiet, but this wet-behind-the-ears 
Robert Kenley wasn't going to know 
that. 


"Look I .. I can't stay long,” she told 
him. It was what Hazel usually said 
when cornered in a quiet little room 
by someone she was going to let fuck 
her. Her tone this time was just a bit 
more peremptory though. 


"Don't worry, it won't take a long 
time,’ Rob assured her. He put his 
arms round the lovely Hazel. Into her 
sweet-scented chestnut curles he said 
softly, ‘A nice friendly fuck. But first 
of all I'm going to cane that pretty 
bum." 


She sprang away, like a scalded cat. 


"Yes, he grinned. Going to reach 
behind the bed he pulled out the thin, 
whippy cane he had earlier hidden 
there. He whipped it hissingly 
through the air. 


"You might even fancy it! I mean Гуе 
heard a good caning can turn a girl on. 
It can get her pussy nice and steamy. 
And the other thing is I want you 
dressed properly for it. Or should we 
say undressed! I want you in just your 
stockings and suspender belt and that 
apron. You'll look fantastic like that!” 


Grinning but very serious, and with 
this dreadful looking cane now in his 
hand. To prove just how serious he 
was he brought it stingingly in across 
Hazel's shapely calf. 


Hazel naturally went a bit frantic at all 
this. Her face red, her big green- 
brown eyes expressing shock-horror. 
That cane! Unable to bleieve he could 
actually be serious for one thing. But 
Rob was serious. Grinning but very 
serious, and with this dreadful 
looking cane now in his hand. To 


prove just how serious he was he 
brought it stingingly in across Hazel's 
shapely calf. She let out an anguished 
yelp. 


"Come on then!’ he urged. ‘Or ГЇЇ 
have those pretty legs all black and 
blue. Get that uniform off!’ 

To say Hazel was not happy was the 
understatement of the year. Angrily 
refusing, then frantic pleadings. 
Almost in tears! Finally one desperate 
plea that Rob not insist on doing it in 
the humiliating outfit he had 
proposed. But no, Rob was insisting 
on that too. 


Taking everything off except her 
nylons and white suspender belt. A 
really fantastic sight! Her big firm tits 
nude now. Her ripely thrusting 
bottom gloriously bare too. 


Finally she did it, after one 


her legs. Taking everything of! 
her nylons and white suspender belt. 
A really fantastic sight! Her big firm 
tits nude now. Her ripely thrusting 
bottom gloriously bare too. Also her 
reddish pussy bush which, scarlet- 
faced, she tried to hide with her hand. 


“What a really fantastic body,’ Rob 
told her. *No wonder that Dr Kerala 
goes for it. And your husband too 1 
suppose, eh? Really great — but now 
shall we cover it up just a bit? Come 
on. 


The apron went reluctantly back on. 
Because somehow it was worse with it 
on than just in her nylons and 
suspender belt. Rob arranged it so 
that Hazel's big boobs were sticking 
out one either side of the bib. And 
then as a little extra made her put her 
white uniform cuffs back on her bare 
arms. She still had her little cap on her 
head of course. j 


‘I should have brought my camera,’ 
he told her. “Then I could take a few 
shots and show them all round the 
hospital. Including to my uncle of 
course!” 


Hazel felt like she was going to be 
sick. The very thought of that! But 
thank God he didn’t have a camera. 
"Come on,’ she gritted grimly. 'G .. 
Get it over with then ..." 


* * 
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And Rob did get it over with. 
Eventually. Well a serious matter like 
giving a girl a good caning and then 
fucking her can't be accomplished in 
two seconds flat. 

“Just show a little patience Hazel,’ he 
told her. ‘We want it done properly, 
don't we? I mean if you're going to 
learn your lesson. And of course if I'm 
going to get my full satisfaction. You 
do want that.’ 


For good measure a few extra stinging 
strokes to Hazel’s now red-striped 
bottom with her lying over the side of 
the bed. 


Rob caned her kneeling on the bed. 
And then for good measure a few 
extra stinging strokes to Hazel’s now 
red-striped bottom with her lying over 
the side of the bed. And then he 
fucked her. Starting off in that 
position, taking her from the rear with 
her legs spread. And then finishing off 
with her lying properly on the bed, on 
top of her. It was all quite fantastic. 


And naturally it wasn't going to be 
over. Rob told Steve for one thing. 
Now surprisingly Steve wouldn't 
believe him. But it was all true, and 
Rob was a generous bloke. So he let 
Steve fuck her too, which of course 
proved without a shadow of a doubt 


that it was all true. Hazel didn't want 
to do it with Steve. Not at all! Not 
another student! But she didn't have 
any choice. for one thing Rob had 
taken some photos his second time 
with her. Just in case she found out 
the truth about Mr Binnings. 


END 


‘Don’t Derek!’ Angela's voice was 
exasperated as she pushed his 
hands away from her big boobs. ‘I 
keep telling you I’m just not in the 
mood for any of that. So please ...’ 


It was 4.30 on Tuesday afternoon and 
Angela and her boyfriend Derek 
Maidment were sitting in her parents’ 
lounge in front of the telly but neither 
was paying much attention to what 
was on the screen. Derek of course 
was as usual in such a situation and 
with Angela's parents out, interested 
in only one thing: Angela's body and 
more particularly getting his hands 
on the choicer parts of it. Because 
18-year-old Angela Norris had a 
most voluptuous figure to go with her 
softly pretty face and long thick ash- 
blonde hair; big high-set tits and full 
womanly hips set off by a slim waist. 
For Derek, also 18, those tits were 
irresistible and he couldn't really 
control his urgent desire to get 
Angela’s white school blouse open 
and delve in at the marvels beneath. 


Sometimes of course Angela 
would agree to them being taken off. 
Sometimes having her boobs played 
with would put her properly in the 
mood and she would want Derek’s 
hot hand up between her legs at her 
wet pussy. 


Angela would normally have allowed 
Derek some latitude, opening her 
blouse at least, and if she was ina 
reasonably receptive mood 
unfastening her bra as well. Playing 
with her boobs was a reasonably 
harmless safety valve for Derek’s 
desires and was likely to keep in 
check his equally urgent interest in 
getting her knickers off. Sometimes 
of course Angela would agree to 
them being taken off. Sometimes 
having her boobs played with would 
put her properly in the mood and she 
would want Derek’s hot hand up 
between her legs at her wet pussy. 
But for anything like that Angela 
would have to be in a very very 
different from the one she was in this 
afternoon. 


Angela’s mind this afternoon was 
centred on a nasty problem, which 
was why she wasn’t in any sort of a 
mood for Derek and certainly was not 
at all interested in the telly. She was in 
an awkward spot. She really didn't 
know what she was going to do. 


At lunchtime today, unknown to 
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Derek or any of her other friends, 
Angela had met a certain man. In his 
car this man called Mr Anfield had 
told Angela he wanted her to do 
something for him. Something that 
had taken her breath away. When he 
said it she could only think he was 
joking — but he assured her he 
wasn't. 


What Mr Anfield wanted was for 
Angela to go round to another man's 
house and have some tea with him. 
And then strip. Do a strip-tease for 
him. Taking everything off. Mr Anfield 
wanted her to do it for this man — 
and then later on the same for two 
other men as well. 


And the trouble was that Angela was 
in a spot of trouble with this Mr 
Anfield so that she couldn't just laugh 
and say don't be so ridiculous. If he 
really meant it and insisted ... 


Private services. We are not 
talking about anything that was 


Strictly speaking breaking any law, | 


but simply intimate little services 
they might not wish to advertise 
widely that they desired 


Harry Anfield was a man who could 
provide gentlemen with services 


which they might not be able to 
obtain elsewhere. Private services. 
We are not talking about anything 
that was strictly speaking breaking 
any law, but simply intimate little 
services they might not wish to 
advertise widely that they desired. 
Private pleasures. And one such 
pleasure that a number of gentlemen 
(and quite affluent ones) in the local 
area happened to be very keen on 
was having a pretty young woman 
strip for them in the quiet privacy of 
their own homes. 


Pretty and shapely young women — 
but preferably not tarts. With a tart of 
course there was always the thought 
that what she was showing you had 
also been displayed (and indeed 
used) by many others. A pretty young 
married lady, if you could get her, 
was much more desirable. Or an 
unmarried nicely-brought-up young 
woman, a shop assistant or young 
typist say. Or of course a schoolgirl. 
That was a very stimulating idea. And 
there were some very attractive ones 
around. A gentleman had only to 
walk around the town at lunchtime or 
in the afternoon to see extremely 
attractive Sixth Formers from the 
local school. Ы 


Quite the most attractive Sixth 
Formera gentleman was going to see 
was of course Angela Norris, of the 
lovely long ash-blonde hair and most 


shapely figure. And more than one 
gentleman who availed himself of Mr 
Harry Anfield's discreet services had 
noticed, and remarked to Mr Anfield. 
Wouldn't it be really nice, etc... 
Harry Anfield had thought about it. 
Schoolgirls were of course not so 
easy to procure — and certainly one 
could not simply go up to the subject 
of a gentleman's secret longings and 
broach the question. But Mr Anfield 
was a resourceful man. Having 
thought about it he spoke to a girl 
called Sonia Halling. 


Sonia was another very attractive 
girl, though this time brunette, who 
had left school last year and who now 
had been persuaded to join Harry 
Anfield's little group of girls and 
young women who were prepared 
most discreetly to reveal themselves. 
It seemed that though Sonia was not 
what one would describe as a close 
friend of Angela, she did know her 
reasonably well. And that, Harry 
Anfield thought, was good enough 
for what he had in mind. 


Sonia, with a sardonic smirk when 
the idea was put to her, thought so 
too. And so it happened that Angela 
chanced to see Sonia Halling one day 
after school. And after a bit of chat 
they wandered in, at Sonia’s 
suggestion of course, to a local 
newsagents and stationers called 
Banways. Here the two girls glanced 
at magazines and also looked at 
pens displayed on a counter. Then 
they made to leave, but at the shop 
entrance were stopped by the 
proprietor Mr Stanley Banway and 
asked to step into his back room. 
Where Mr Banway was able to 
discover in Angela’s bag one of his 
pens, a rather expensive one. 


Stanley Banway as it happened was 
one of Harry Anfield’s clients, though 
not in fact one of those who had 
specifically requested this most 


striking of schoolgirls. The most 
striking looking girl was struck dumb 
at this turn of events. Shaking her 
blonde head in disbelief, and then 
stutering denials. 


Helpful Sonia said she was sure 
Angela hadn't meant to take the pen. 
Angela must have slipped it into her 
bag by mistake, without thinking. 


Mr Banways said he couldn't afford 
to ignore what had happened. He 
reckoned he was losing a lot of stock 
to pilfering. He would certainly have 
to consider the matter seriously. 


Shortly afterwards Angela received a 
phone call at home from our Mr 
Anfield. He thought a meeting would 
be helpful: Could he see her 
tomorrow at lunchtime? 


He thought he could persuade Mr 
Banway not to press charges — 
but in exchange for that Angela 
would be required to perform 
these little services 


Yes it was a most nasty shock. As big 
and nasty as that awful business in 
the shop when the pen had somehow 
got into Angela’s bag. She was quite 
sure she hadn’t absentmindedly 
done it — though Sonia assured her 
you could do this sort of thing and not 
realise you were. doing it. Now this! 
The .awful meeting with this Mr 
Anfield. Who said he thought he 
could persuade Mr Banway not to 


press charges — but in exchange for 
that Angela would be required to 
perform these little services. It was 
nothing really, the smooth talking Mr 
Anfield assured her. Really no more 
than a bit of fun. 


Yes a bit of fun! Taking off all your 
clothes in front of some strange man! 
Because Mr Anfield had made clearit 
did involve all your clothes coming 


off. He wanted her to go round to his 
house tomorrow afternoon. To talk 
about it further. The details. 

Angela, preoccupied with this awful 
prospect, got rid of Derek as soon as 
she could. And without letting him 
have more than a few gropes at her 
tits with her blouse and bra. both 


remaining in place and fully fastened. 
She couldn't eat any tea. And then 
soon afterwards she һаа a phone 
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call. It wasn't that awful Mr Anfield 
again? No, it was Sonia. Sonia 
wanted to have a chat. 


Sonia was at Mr Anfield's when 
Angela, reluctantly, turned up. This 
was what Sonia had phoned Angela 
about so it wasn't really a surprise. 
Although it was still difficult to 


believe. Sonia did this stripping! On 
the phone Sonia had explained that 
she hadn't really wanted to, not at 
first, but Mr Anfield had persuaded 
her. And now ... it was OK, a bit of a 
laugh really. Which was what Angela 
would think too when she had got 
into it. 


Sonia was there at Mr Anfield's to 
give Angela some confidence. 


Confidence in getting her clothes off. 


“Show her how it's done Sonia dear,’ 
Mr Anfield said. 


They were in Mr Anfield’s large sitting 
room. Angela had come in her school 
uniform which Mr Anfield had said 
she must wear. Sonia had on a sexy 
outfit of tight skirt and a fitting white 
sleeveless top set off by a silk bow 


tie, together with high heels and dark 
stockings. 


Grinning, Sonia stepped out in front 
of Angela and Mr Anfield and began 
an impromptu body-swaying dance, 
thrusting out her boobs and bottom. 
At the same time her hands went to 
the side zipper of her skirt. The zipper 


came open and Sonia began 
teasingly sliding down her skirt. 
Underneath she had on very brief 
cut-away cream-coloured knickers 
and a matching sexy suspender belt 
fastening her long dark nylons. She 
continued her bottom-swaying 
dance as the skirt slid on down her 


slim legs and was finally kicked away 
by one high-heeled shoe. 


Mr Anfield clapped his hands and 
told Sonia that was great and she 
could stop there. That would do for a 
start and would have given Angela a 
very good idea. Now її was Angela's 
turn. He wanted something similar 


from her — only she was to keep 
going. Take everything off. Her 
cardigan and then the pleated navy 
skirt. Then her knickers. And take her 
time. Make it last. Nice and slow, like 
Sonia. Sexy. Teasing. 


Angela numbly shook her head. She 


couldn't possibly do it. Not possibly. 
Not take off her skirt and knickers in 
front of Mr Anfield. 


His voice became harder. 'Look 
Angela, don't mess me about. 
You've got yourself in a bit of trouble 
and this is a nice easy way out of it. 
It’s fun. Tell her Sonia.’ 


Sonia had picked up her discarded 
skirt. ‘Yes it is Angela. don’t you like 
teasing blokes?’ 


Angela shook her. head again. No! 
Maybe she sometimes liked teasing 
Derek but certainly not older men 
definitely not strange men wh 
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lusted after her body. 


‘Just do it,’ Mr Anfield growled. ‘Or 
l'Il do it for you. l'Il take your knickers 
down and give that ripe bum a good 
hard whacking. So you won't want to 
sit down on it.’ 


Angela looked as if she was going to 
burst into tears. ‘Just make a start,’ 
Sonia told her. ‘Just take your cardy 
off for a start. Come on, it’s really not 
so bad.’ She took Angela’s arm and 
pulled her out in front of Mr Anfield. 


Angela stood there looking pretty 
sick. Along hesitation ... and then she 
was pulling off her grey cardigan. 
‘And let's have some movement!’ 
Harry Anfield gritted. ‘Dance! And 
stick those tits out!” 


Angela didn't really move as she got 
the cardigan off, nothing like Sonia 
had, but there was nonetheless some 
heavy motion from her big tits in the 
white school blouse. Harry Anfield’s 
eyes were keenly on them. Though it 
was a most unanimated start he 
knew his clients would go bonkers 
over those big boobs. And that 
equally ripe bottom when the lovely 
blonde was persuaded to reveal it. 


Angela put her cardigan on a chair. 
Sonia made encouraging sounds. 
‘That was great Angela! And now 
your tie. And sway about more as you 
do it." 


The dancing was pretty awful but 
nonetheless made her big boobs 
sway and jounce in her white 
blouse in a highly sexy manner. 
There was some really big 
movement because Angela was 
not wearing a bra 


With that same sick look Angela 
made a half-hearted attempt at 
dancing as her hands went to her 
stripped school tie. The dancing was 
pretty awful but nonetheless made 
her big boobs sway and jounce in her 
white blouse in a highly sexy manner. 
There was some really big movement 
because Angela was not wearing a 
bra. Very reluctantly but Mr Anfield 
had insisted she come without one 
under her uniform. So all Angela had 
under the blouse was a light waist- 
length chemise. 


The tie came off. Sonia clapped her 
hands and told Angela to go on, now 
undo her blouse. Take it off. 


Angela had stopped moving. With 
the tie in her hand she shook her 
head. No! She couldn't do any more. 
No! 


which made him now very eager to 
get at Angela's bottom. Get her 
knickers down and really get his 
hands on it! He growled out another 
warning, and this time got up 
threateningly from the stool he was 
sitting on. 


Harry Anfield felt a mixture of arousal 
and annoyance. It was a combination 


Angela gave a frightened yelp. Her 
hands went desperately to her 
blouse buttons. But Harry, on his feet 
now, decided it really was time for 
action. He strode forward and 
grabbed Angela. A real yelp this time 
— and an excited little yip from 


Sonia. Harry was bending Angela 
over and grabbing up the little 
pleated skirt. To reveal the pretty 
blonde’s ripe bottom іп tight- 


stretched navy lisle knickers. More 
desperate yelps from the frantically 
struggling Angela — but the tight 


knickers were coming down. 


еер still, you silly young cow" 
Harry hissed. “Ог do you want Mr 
Banway to go to the police?” 


The gasping yelps continued but the 
struggling subsided. No, Angela 
didn't want that. But ... she was in 
something of a state of shock. With 
Mr Anfield's hands now shockingly 
on her bar bottom. He had her half 
bent over one leg, with one arm 
twisted behind her back. Her short 
skirt right up and her knickers now 
down to completely bare her bottom. 
And his free hand was on it. Groping 
the hot bare flesh. H 


Sonia was almost hugging herself 
with excitement. At seeing Angela 
manhandled like this! And ... yes! Mr 
Anfield’s hand now splatting down. 
Wallowping into that silky smooth 
flesh. Angela's big sexy bottom, 
which Sonia herself would like to get 
her hands on to stroke it, and smack 
it. And then, get her hand in between 
those sexy thighs. At Angela's hot 
pussy. 


Harry Anfield's hand did just that. 
Right at the end after he had got the 
yowling Angela's bottom anice angry 
red. His hand sliding in between her 
squirming thighs. Just briefly. For a 
quick feel at her hot, moist pussy. 
Then letting go of the now half- 
sobbing blonde. She stumbled, just 
managing to avoid falling over and 
sprawling on the floor. 


‘OK?’ he glowered, a bit breathless. 
‘Now are we going to do better?” 


Mr Anfield went back to his stool. 
Sitting down he reached to pinch 
Sonia’s bottom. ‘You might just need 
a bit of that too my girl, later on. What 
d'you think?” 


This time he wanted her skirt off 
first, and then her blouse. Then the 
little chemise. finally her knickers. 
Which would leave her in just the 
white ankle socks and her low- 
heel school shoes 


Sonia gave a little yelp. Angela's 
knickers were still down at half-mast 
under her short skirt. Harry Anfield 
told her sharply to get going again 
And he wanted her to start from the 
beginning. She could pull her 
knickers up and start again. Thistime 
he wanted her skirt off first, and then 


her blouse. Then the little chemise. 
finally her knickers. Which would 
leave her in just the white ankle socks 
and her low-heel school shoes. 

OK? Had Angela got it? And all in a 
proper teasing, sexy way this time. 
Andif she didn't do a whole lot better, 
it wouldn't be his hand next time. It 
would be his cane. And on her bar 
bottom. 


There was no way Angela was going 
to argue with that — because from 
what she had just had she could 
guess Mr Anfield meant business! 
The bare-bottom spanking had been 
nightmarish. Not only stingingly 
painful but also the sheer awfulness 
of having it done; of having Mr 
Anfield’s hands at her bare bottom. 


With finally. that awful grope! No, 
there was no way Angela could take 
any more. Certainly not the prospect 
of the cane. 

So she began again. This time doing 
her best to emulate Sonia. A little 
dance, while her hands did what they 
had to do. Telling herself not to think, 
just do it. Her skirt and blouse. and 


Sonia stepped out in front of 
Angela and Mr Anfield and began 
an impromptu body-swaying 
dance, thrusting out herboobs and 
bottom. At the same time her 
hands went to the side zipper of 
her skirt 


then the little sleeveless vest. Pulling 
it up over her head — to reveal those 
stunning big boobs. Angela's ripe 
nude tits rolling and jouncing as she 
continued her stilted dance. Aware of 
what a show she was giving hot-eyed 
Mr Anfield but making herself go on. 
Just her knickers remaining. Just do 
it Don't think about it. Slithering 
them off of her bottom once more, 
and this time on down. Over her 
knees. Finally with a little sob 
Stepping out of them. Angela was 
nude now, except for the shoes and 
ankle socks. Everything nude. Her 
big boobs and bottom. Her pussy. 
Everything. 


Mr Anfield was applauding. Saying it 
was great. That was more like it. That 
was what Mr Banway would want. Mr 
Banway and the other gentleman. 


But that wasn't the end of it. Mr 
Anfield might have been applauding 
Angela for her (most reluctant) 
performance but that didn't mean he 
was satisfied and didn't want any 
more. Wide-eyed Sonia could have 
told Angela that, because she of 
course had been here before. And 
Sonia knew that when Mr Anfield was 
excited, and aroused, he was going 
to want more. He was going to want 
what he had mentioned earlier. He 
was going to want to use the cane. 
On Angela's silky nude body — and 
on Sonia's own most attractive one 
too. That was why she had that wide- 
eyed look. It denoted half-scared 
anticipation. Because the cane 
scared Sonia — but aroused her too. 
It hurt! But it also got you going! 


Would it get Angela going! Maybe 
not! Maybe it would just be killingly 
painful! 


Harry was bending Angela over 
and grabbing up the little pleated 
skirt. To reveal the pretty blonde's 
ripe bottom in tight-stretched navy 
lisle knickers 
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Yes. That just about described it. 
When Angela was up on Mr Anfield's 
stool, which was where he wanted 
her for her caning. Nude still except 
for her shoes and socks and kneeling 
on the top and bending to thrust out 
that glorious bottom. Shivering with 


Waiting for that first explosive shot 
of the cane. No, for Angela there 
was no turn-on 


fearful anticipation. Waiting for that 
first explosive shot of the cane. No, 
for Angela there was no turn-on. 
Unlike Harry Anfield. And for eager- 
eyed Sonia watching from over Mr 
Anfield's shoulder. As that whippy 
cane skidded in a bit into the waiting 


flesh. 


Yes that visit to Mr Anfield’s house 
was truly awful. But it was 
presumably no worse than these 
visits to the other men's houses were 
going to be. To have tea and then do 
another of those truly awful strips. 
And, were they going to want that 
other too? To use the cane! 


Angela after the visit to Mr Anfield 
bitterly accused Sonia. ‘You set me 
ир for that! You put that pen in my 
bag! 


Sonia vehemently denied this 
(although she had of course). ‘No 
Angela. You must have done it. It 
really is easy to do things without 
thinking.’ And there wasn’t much 
point in pursuing this argument. Half 
tearfully Angela asked about the 
visits. 


Sonia told her to stop worrying. Once 
she had done one or two she would 
find it was fun. Teasing these older 
blokes. Letting them see her boobs 
and bum. And they wouldn't do 
anything. That was part of the 
agreement. 


But when Angela pressed Sonia on 
this point it seemed that what she 
meant by “not doing anything' was 
screwing. They couldn't try and insist 
on screwing. But there probably 
would be groping. A bit of grabbing 
at her when she was partially or fully 
undressed. And yes, Sonia admitted, 
a couple of them at least did like to 
use a cane. And you had to agree to 
it. 


‘But not really hard Angela. And 
when you've had it a couple of times 
it's a bit of a turn-on. You'll see.’ 


Angela felt like weeping. 


Her first one was the shop owner Mr 
Banway, two days after the mind- 
numbing introduction at Mr Anfield's. 
Mr Banway greeting her with a smirk 
at his door. 


‘Hello Angela! Our very pretty girl 
who has unfortunately let down the 
best traditions of her school, mmm? 
And now | understand she is going to 
show how nice and friendly she can 
be, to make up for that lapse." 


Allittle bit later, sitting on his sofa with 
the tensely scared Angela, Mr 
Banway said yes, he thought she 
should have the cane. In the 
circumstances. He intended to give 
her a caning after she had done her 
little strip. Although of course he 
might be persuaded otherwise, if she 
was very nice and friendly. 


What Mr Banway wanted was to get 
those big tits out of Anfgela’s blouse 
and get his hands on them. If she 
allowed that he could very well 
dispense with the caning. As it would 
show she was cooperative and sorry 
for her antisocial act. 


Well it wasn’t a choice Angela was 


prepared to argue about. If it meant 
she wouldn't have the cane. She 
dumbly agreed. 


As her blouse was fumblingly 
unbuttoned by Mr Banway's eager 
hands Angela couldn't help thinking 
of Derek. She hadn't been with Derek 
since this whole thing had started. 


She had made various excuses not to 
go out — because she couldn't face 
him. She wanted to see him, but she 
just couldn't. Don't think about 
Derek, she told herself. But Angela 
couldn't help it. 


Mr Banway had her tits out now. Her | tits in his greedy hands. It was really | did when Derek played with them. As 
blouse fully unbuttoned and the | sickening — but Angela's big nipples if she was really being turned-on by 
chemise pulled up. Her big sensitive | were coming up. Stiffening. As they Mr Banway's horrible hands. 


END 


Her big sensitive tits in his greedy 
hands. It was really sickening — 
but Angela's big nipples were 
coming up. Stiffening. As they did 
when Derek played with them 
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Molly Connor was a lovely girl and as such she 
could have had the choice of many an eligible young 
man. However. having attained more than a 
competence she did not desire the gifts that some of 
the chinless wonders who tried to court her would 
have showered on her. As an addicted masochist the 
one thing she desired of a man was that he knew how 
to pack a wallop. Her coveted position was not that 
of countess. or any other one of social consequence, 
but across the lap of some muscular young male. 

Among the weeds not a spanker could be found; 
and she was similarly disappointed in the coarse 
characters to be found in the studios of the 
magazines she modeled for. Of course, she had 
many a friendly slap on the rump but not one proper 
spanking session from any of them. Perhaps they all 
had attractive wives who satisfied their every need 
and desire. 

Actually one of the weeds did make a 
proposition that she could have done without, one of 
matrimony. He was a spiffing young fellow who had 
had the awful decency to be born of frightfully rich 
parents. After much importuning (but not of the sort 
that she liked) she had consented to go to the 
pictures with him. As he was walking her back to her 
flat he popped the question. 

"I say, why don't we get hitched-up and all that 
kind of thing. old girl?” 

Molly started. She was a girl men made 
propositions to, never proposals. 

“I say, that is frightfully spiffing of you to ask 
me but what have you to offer?" 

"Well. my parents have lots of brass, don't 
y'know. They give me a frightfully big allowance". 

“They are frightfully rich and you are frightfully 
well off, too?" 

“That's about the size of it". 

"Well," said Molly. I am frightfully rich, too. 
Can you pack a wallop?” 

“A what?” 

“I like to be walloped good on my bum, don't 
you know. Can you do that?” 

“I say, that's not cricket”. 

“You haven't answered my question. However, 
I can answer yours. Piss off, you little squirt”. 

“You're filthy", he groaned. “ГП tell the world 
about you”. 

“Good, I might get some offers of the right 
sort". 

The weed was not a good teller, if he did “tell 
the world”, because Molly got no offers at all of “ће 


right sort". Now that she could afford it she decided 
to take her good friend Mr. Curitas's advice and get 
herself a gigolo. At least she would be doing her bit 
to ease the unemployment situation. So she applied 
to an employment agency for a strong young man to 
do the “heavy work" around her flat. 

Several applicants she rejected before she had 
to explain that nature of the “heavy work". At last 
came a likely lad. 

His name was Roger Grimthorpe. Not very 
good looking but unquestionably muscular. 

“I wonder, Mr. Grimthorpe, if you mind taking 
your jacket off", smiled Molly. 

Yes, very muscular! Time to get down to brass 
tacks. 

. "This is a live in position. Well paid and all 
found". 

"Great! I'm an orphan”. 

Molly grinned. No frightfully rich parents! 

“That's all right. I shall try and be all the family 
you'll ever need". 

His face lit up. 

"Will you, m 

"Yes, but let's get down to your duties". 

"Heavy work, you said". 

"Well, it's rather unusual work. I want a 
gigolo". 

“A gig-what, miss?" 

“A gigolo, Mr. Grimthorpe. He's a professional 
male escort". 

"But I thought only old crones had them!” 

"You know better, now. Of course, you'll 
escort me to parties and such like. However, your 
main duty would be to indulge one of my favourite 
weaknesses". 

“Which is, m 

"Being spanke 

“ЕШ”. 

Roger's eyes bulged. 

“Yes, I love being spanked. I live for it. I could 
not live without it. The harder it's done the better 1 
like it. None of the eligible young men that have 
courted me have been prepared to do it. That's why 
I need someone like you”. z 

Roger gulped. 

“I'm game”, he managed to get out. 

“Good! Now we'll see what you can do. Mind, 
if you’re no good you must not spill the beans at the 
employment agency. They might ban me. You will 
be well paid for keeping mum”. 

She casually dropped her panties. Roger took 


TAKING 


ADVANTAGE 


his place in the centre of the sofa, as Molly 
indicated. She raised her skirt over her head and got 
into her favourite position. For a moment Roger 
gazed at her delectable backside, then: wham, 
wham, wham. 

“Very good, but much harder”. 

WHAM! WHAM! WHAM! 

“Hired!” giggled Molly. 


* * * 


About a fortnight after this interview Molly 
Connor and Roger Grimthorpe were getting ready 
for a party. The invitation came from the Hon. Fiona 
ffaggott-Clinton. Ever since the Miss Bottom 
Contest 1981, at which Molly had come first and 
Fiona had been completely humiliated, they had 
kept in touch. The party was for 7.30 p.m. but Fiona 
had asked Molly to come early with her beau 
“because we have business to transact”. Molly had a 
shrewed idea what that business was. She had let her 
wit run away with her and had really insulted the 
aristocratic young lady. Molly had agreed to give her 
satisfaction. What that satisfaction was she could 
only guess. Although a staunch masochist Molly was 
also hetero-sexual, so she preferred a man to dish 
out the punishment. Still, it would be an experience. 

Roger was in his trousers and shirt sleeves, 
Molly had only her suspender belt and stockings on. 
She made no effort to dress further as she was pacing 
up and down filling Roger in about Fiona, her 
friends and the contest. 

"She's an earl's daughter". 

“Then she's not likely to be interested in me”. 

“You could be right but not for the reason that 
you think. You're more likely to be too genteel for 
her than too coarse. Farm labourers, navvies and 
dockers are more in her line”. 

“She likes the old rough, eh”. 

“Yes, and to a lesser degree I do. Look, we still 
have plenty of time. How about a good old bang?” 

Roger sat on the side of the bed in a central 
position. Molly lay across his lap їп her favourite 
position. WHAM! WHAM! WHAM! Her bottom 
was rising to meet his hand. Roger Grimthorpe had 
become quite an artist. 

They arrived at the three friends’ flat an hour 
early. The Hon Fiona opened the door to them. She 
was dressed in a pretty party frock. Almost a waste 
of effort, because all the girls would be spending 
most of the time in their birthday suits! 

“This is Roger Grimthorpe", said Molly. "My 
current amour”. 

"How do you do, Roger," smiled Fiona. "Now, 
Molly, how about this little business?" 

Molly bowed her head in assent. Fiona let them 
into the living room, where she introduced Kim and 
Claire to Roger Grimthorpe. Leaving them to make 
a fuss of the first male guest of the evening the young 
aristocrat led Molly to the bedroom. 

“You acknowledge my right to punish you?" 
Fiona asked the lovely colleen. 


“Yes”, she said, submissively. 

“All right, bare your bum and lie on your tum 
on the bed”. 

Molly took off her panties and raised up her 
skirt. She lay on the bed in position. Fiona picked up 
a hair brush. Molly waited with bated breath. Then 
came the stinging pain. Whatever hatred the English 
girl had for her, she was taking it out of her system. 

“Insult my lineage, will you? Take that, and 
that and that!” 

Molly squirmed. She did not enjoy it as much as 
if it had been male administered; but enjoy it she 
did. When Fiona was satisfied that she had had 
enough she asked: 

“Shall we join the others?” 

When they returned to the living room it was 
obvious that the other girls were getting on with 
Roger. Claire Thurston was on his lap. Kim Masters 
was behind his back, her arms around his neck. In 
fact, both Molly and Fiona were surprised that all 
still had their clothes on. 

“Can I help you with anything, Fiona?” asked 
Molly. 

“Well, we are still doing the buffet”. 

“I know," said Kim, brightly, “why not Roger 
do an Abe Dowsett?” 

“What's that?” asked Molly, mystified. 

“Well, we girls bare our bums while the man, 
Roger in this instance, sets us about our chores with 
acane. Abe Dowsett was my farm labourer gigolo we 
had here not long ago”. 

“What fun he was!” enthused Kim. “And tun 
we'll have now”. 

The four girls got their panties off and put 
aprons on. They rucked up the back of their dresses 
around the strings, thus leaving their bottoms bare. 
Roger was given a long swishy cane and he gave 
each girl a gentle cut in order to test the landing 
potential. All was in order and the girls set about 
their tasks. 

“Come on, you lazy thing”, he said to Fiona, 
g her a swipe on her backside. 

“That's not what I like”, said Fiona, angrily. 

“I thought that was what the whole idea was 
about", said the astonished Roger. 

"She wants you to hit her on her erogenous 
zone", said Kim. 

"How much?" 

STII show you", said Kim, snatching the cane. 

She delivered a stinging swipe just where 
Fiona's bum cheeks met her legs. The fair victim 
gave a squeal of delight. 

“That's it! Now can you do that?" 

‚Roger took the cane and tried. He-was spot on. 

“How about you other girls? Have you all 
zones?" 

s". said Kim. "Mine is at the top of mvlegs. 
just about two inches below the bum checks". 

“Mine”, said Claire, “is just on the top of my 
cleft". 

"Anywhere on the bum will do me". grinned 
Molly. 


47 


48 


Roger proved himself most expert. By the time 
all preparations were finished the door bell rang. 
The squealing girls hurriedly adjusted their attire 
and Fiona answered the door. 

"Albert!" she cried with joy. 

She led in an individual that was typical of her 
taste. As Molly had said, her tastes ran for farm 
labourers, navvies and dockers; and Albert wa 
obviously in the second category. A massive coarse 
man but with enormous hams of hands that would be 
any addicted spankee's joy. 

“This is my current amour”, said Fiona. 
“Albert Buggins” 

“He's lovely, 
for?" 

However, before anyone could answer her the 
door bell rang again. It was Penelope Paul and Geoff 
Masters. Kim was surprised and delighted to see 
Geoff, who happened to be her first cousin. 
However, she had hardly. got over her transports 
when the door bell rang again. 

This time it was Mr. Zigler. He was Claire's 
guest, not very popular but tolerated for his money 
and contacts. As soon as he had got his great coat off 
he picked up Claire and carried her to an arm chair. 
Again the front door bell rang. 

This time it was Kim's beau, an ordinary 
looking working class lad called Len Russell. Kim 
gave him a kiss and he settled in the background. 
"The front door bell rang again. This time it was Rosa 
Browne, who had come third in the Miss Bottom 
1981 Contest, and her beau. This was a chinless 
young man call Julian Summers, not much use but 
perhaps Rosa was attracted by his prospects. 

All the guests were now here and as soon as the 
scramble for the buffet was over the floor was 
zleared. Fiona was Mistress of Ceremonies. She 
stood in the centre and raised a hand for silence. 

“Now the action begins. Molly Connor, the 
Miss Bottom of 1981, will give us a striptease". 

Someone started the music master and Molly 
started to dance. The record was no other than 
Music for Stripping To. As she dropped her clothes 
members of her audience flung them anywhere. By 
the time that she was naked Mr. Ziggler had so 
fiddled with Claire that she too was in a natural 
state. 

Penelope, who could never undress in public, 
had made her own arrangements with Fiona. She 
went to the bedroom but returned wearing a 
dressing-gown. Shé took it off, revealling herself to 
be as bare as the day she. was born. 

Kim had her own delightful plan. Her 
nondescript boy friend, Len Russell, had vanished. 
In the excitement no one noticed his absence. Then 
the room was plunged into pitch darkness. 

“What's happened?" 

“Lights! Lights!" ° 

The lights came on in a few minutes; and there 
was Kim, naked. Len had found the fuse box and 
had pulled a fuse. It was an excellent joke. 

Fiona and Rosa were the only girls still dressed; 


said Molly, "what are we waiting 


and they delighted everyone, including themselves,. 
by stripping each other. Once undressed Fiona again 
took the centre. 

"Now we must pair off the spanking partners. 
Now each girl will present her normal partner with 
his spankee for the evening. Now I will begin. I give 
my true love, Albert Buggins, to Claire Thurston”. 

There was a gasp of consternation at this 
apparently unsuitable pairing. Molly then spoke up. 

“I give my true love, Roger Grimthorpe, to the 
Hon. Fiona ffaggott-Clinton”. 

Fiona was pleased enough. Apart from her own 
Albert he seemed the best going. Claire spoke next. 

“I give my true love, Mr. Zigler, to Molly 
Connor". 

“You bitch!” groaned Molly. “What have I ever 
done to you?" 

The other partners were soon paired. Len 
Russell got Penelope, Julian Summers got Kim, and 
Geoff Masters got Rosa. 

"Let spanking commence", announced Fiona. 

In order to accompany everyone even the beds 
had to be used. Roger, who never even in his most 
sanguine moments had imagined that he would ever 
have had an aristocratic bottom to punish, laid in 
with a will. Fiona's backside was soon rising to meet 
his hand. 

If she was having fun, Molly was not. Mr. Zigler 
was completely inadequate. 

"Harder, you fat slob", she groaned. 

. Kim was also having an unsatisfactory service 
from Julian Summers. She was politor about it than 
Molly. Penelope found Len Russell fairly competent. 

Gcoff Masters had rather a difficult time with 
Rosa Browne. This was her initiation into the 
spanking scene. She started to beg for the 
punishment to end. However, he was firm. WHAM! 
WHAM! WHAM! At last her bottom began to rise 
to meet his hand. Then she was enjoying it as much 
as any of the girls and certainly better than Molly 
and Kim. и 

However, what of Claire. She, the daintiest of 
the girls, had the heftiest spanker. He did not spare 
her because of her apparent fragility, Indeed, she 
had pleaded with him not to, She had passed into a 
region of bliss that no other of the girls had ever 
known. Small as her bottom was it certainly suited 
Albert. 

Whatever complaints the girls might have had 
about the quality certainly no one could complain 
about the length. At last Fiona clambered off of 
Roger's lap and announced that the spanking had to 
stop. 

Claire and Kim got their aprons on; and, under 
the superintendence of Roger with his cane, began 
to make some coffee. Much to her annoyance Mr. 
Zigler had stuck to Molly and now had her on his 
knee, fiddling with her breasts. Fiona ought to have 
remained with. the main body of the guests as the 
Mistress of Ceremonies, but the delighted squeals of 
Claire and Kim proved too much for her. She went 
and joined them, donning an apron, 


"Don't forget my erogenous zone", she 
laughed. 

"How's that?" asked Roger, landing with 
accuracy". 


“Ouch! Spot on! I love it! And I love you, too" 

At last coffee was made and handed round; and 
the last remains of the buffet were polished off. 
After the coffee there was more fun and games of a 
different nature. The girls wanted to get dressed and 
their clothes were all over the place and all mixed 
up. Even Penelope, who had undressed in the 
bedroom, did not escape the confusion. Someone 
had taken her clothes and had spread them about the 
living room, so that she was in the same pickle as the 
other girls. 

However, the girls were good sports and 
laughed a lot at their own predicament. Even so, as 
soon as cach girl was able to identify some of her 
clothing things got easier for all of them 

Sadly the men watched the last girl put on her 
arment. The time had come for the goodbyes 
I feel like a new woman”, enthused Rosa 
"| feel like another man", groaned Molly 
We must do it again", said Penelope 

“Only let's do it right next time”, 
Molly 


last 


muttered 


It was great fun having you”, beamed Fiona 
Roger grinned. 

“I reckon I had fun! 
Another girl would have blushed but not Fiona 
“You're not in Abe's or Albert's class, but not 


bad for a beginner", she smiled. "You can come and 
punish my posterior any time that l'm at a loose end 
However, that is not often, Гт afraid 

"He can come to you any time", grinned Molly, 
“providing that your Albert comes to me^ 

Everyone laughed. Thus it was in general good 
humour that the party broke up; but Molly was far 
from happy. 


It was the next evening. Roger had been giving 
Molly a work out: but she was not as responsive as 
usual. 

"What's up, Molly?" he asked, as she got back 
on her feet. "Didn't I satisfy you?” 

"Oh, it's not your fault. I keep on thinking of 
Albert Buggins”. 

Roger laughed. 

"Why think at all. Bribe Kim or Claire to give 
you his address. Then you can make your own 
arrangements with him. Your money is as good as 
Fiona's”, 

Molly's face lit up. 

“What a brainy idea! ГЇЇ still keep you, come 
what may” 

She certainly followed Rogers advice. Of 
course, Albert would have been happy to have 
spanked Molly for nothing but it is wonderful to be 
paid for such pleasant work 
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GOOD ADVICE 


Mr. Curitas was quite a celebrity and as such 
enjoyed (or suffered from) a large mail. One 
morning in early September he was seated at his 
desk. He had just finished his breakfast and was now 
engaged upon opening his mail. There was quite a 
number of letters and some obviously contained 
cheques; but he noticed one envelope distinctive 
from the others because it was an emerald green 
colour. He was more delighted at the sight of this 
one letter than all the others put together. They 
could wait, this must be from the delightful Molly 
Connor. Impatiently he tore open the envelope and 
read: 

“Connor House, 

Malahide, Eire. 

“Dear Nat, 

All excited. My flight is on the 6th. I shall 
be landing at Heathrow at about two p.m. Do 
not forget what I said about youngsters. Do not 
let me down! 


28th August 1981 


Your devoted 
Molly” 

He smiled grimly. What a chore she had set 
him! There was a knock at the door. 

“Come in”. 

Mrs. Baker, his 
herself. 

“Young Masters is here. You said you wanted 
to see him". 

“Oh, lor! Yes, show him in”. 

Geoff Masters, a tousled headed, freckled faced 
lad of eighteen came in at Mrs. Baker's beck. 

“That will do, Mrs. Baker. Take a seat, Mr. 
Masters”. 

The lad sat in one of the high backed chairs. 
looking a little uncomfortable amid such finery. 

“1 understand that you have а job for me, Mr. 
Curitas”. 

Mr. Curitas scratched his nose. He had not a 
clue: how he was to tell him. 

“The work is unusual but not unpleasant. In 
fact, some might even pay to do it". 

“Рау to work!” 

“Well, it is not work exactly. I am sure that if I 
knew how to secure youngsters better | would do 
so". 

"Secure youngsters! Look, you are not a poof 
or procuring for a poof friend?" 

At first Mr. Curitas was deeply offended but it 
occurred to him that this was the lead he needed. 

"No, not like that. It is to do with a lady". 

"I'm not playing gigolo to some old crone”. 

“This is a very beautiful young lady. I will be 
frank. She 15 a masochist and —" 


housekeeper, presented 
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“What's that?" 

"A masochist is someone who likes pain. this 
young lady particularly loves her bottom being 
spanked. I will have to do it but she says that she 
really wants someone who can pack a wallop". 

The upshot of the business was that the youth 
agreed to attend to Molly on the evening of the 
sixth. He realized that it was not far off, for it was 
already the third. 

It was when he was taking a constitutional the 
next day that he had an inspiration. It was not quité 
conjured up trom the air but came in the shapely 
person of Penelope Paul. He was gazing in a shop 
window, wondering whether such a such delicacies 
would suit Molly's palate, when he felt a light hand 
on his shoulder. 

"Why, Mr. Curitas!” 

He span round, to be confronted by the 
laughing brunette. Old as he was he felt weak at the 
Knees as he always did when he saw her. She was one 
of his many protegees, the daughter of his old friend 
Professor Ernest Paul, an eminent pathologist. She 
had been in some trouble in the not so distant past 
and her father, for professional reasons, could not 
help her. Mr. Curitas had no such inhibitions and 
put his amateur sleuthing talents to advantage with 
the results that her name was cleared. She was 
grateful to him; and even more so when he was able 
to secure her a good position. 

"Anything". she had promised, “I can do for 
you I will”. 

Well. he thought, now ıs the time for her to 
keep that promise. Young Masters would need to 
rehearse and here was a luscious bottom for the 
asking. 

"Penny." he said, “I would like to talk to you in 
private. I have a favour to ask". 

“Perhaps if we walked a little way onto the 
common and find a seat we could talk undisturbed” 

He agreed to this. Once seated he wasted little 
time. 

"What | want of you might go against vour 
principles. You can refuse but I must ask па 
demand! — that you talk to по one”, 

“I will not talk and I will not refuse. Speak 
what do you want of me?” 

“Your bottom”, he said. bluntly 

She reacted, as he knew she would. 

“Му what!” 

“Your bottom. Have you heard of Molly 
Connor?” 

It was getting dark but there was enough light to 
see that she was flushing. 

“The daughter of Rory Connor?” 


"Yes, she's paying me a visit from the day alter 
tomorrow. She's an addicted masochist. I have 
engaged a lad to spank her and I think that he mi ht 
need some practice. Have you tomorrow free 

“What you are suggesting is downright filthy 
and I must express my disgust at it all. However, a 
promise is a promise and I can make it tomorrow”. 

Mr. Curitas thanked her, returned home and 
made an appointment over the telephone for Geoff 
to call on him the next evening as he had found him a 
young lady who would make her nether region 
available for him to rehearse with for Molly Connor. 

Penelope was punctual the next day. even 
before Geoff Masters. 

“I have a pretty shrewed idea of Molly's 
performance tomorrow. You will go through what 1 
presume she will do. First, she will strip to music. I 
have bought a suitable disc, called "Music Гог 
Stripping To'. Then you will lay in a spanking 
position across young Master's lap”. 

"Will you want to spank me? 

"Really, Penny, your English!" exclaimed Mr. 
Curitas. rather peeved. 7I will wan to but I shall not 
need to. Lam experienced with Molly". 

The front door bell rang and shortly Mrs. Baker 
ushered Geoff Masters into the room. 

“We do not wish to be disturbed". 
Curitas. 

“Very good. sir,” replied Mrs. Baker. with a 
grin, She knew something was up but could not quite 
fathom it. 

“Hello!” 

“Hello!” 


said Mr. 


said Penny. to Geoff. 
replied Geoff. flushing more than she 
had 

“All right. ГП start the music. Sit down young 
Masters and enjoy it”. 

Penelope was awkward. She could not dance 
and even her swaying was inadequate. By the time 
she had parted company from her dress her cheeks 
were beetroot: and so was young Masters's. It was 
obvious that she did not have Molly's shameless 
eMubitionist streak in her. 

“God. | cant go on”. she screamed. suddenly. 

“You will!” exclaimed Mr. Curi suddenly. 

And go on she did. Her brassiere came off: and 
then her panties. At that point she broke down so 
completely that Mr. Curitas and Geoff Masters had 
to remove the remainder of her clothes themselves. 
\lmost blinded by tears she was guided across 
Сео lap 


“Wallop away. m’boy.” said Mr. Curitas, 
encouragingly. 

Wham! 

“No. no. no!” whimpered Penelope. “Stop. 1 


zan't bear it!” 

“Ни harder". ordered Mr. Curitas. 

WHAM! WHAM! WHAM! Geoff entered into 
the spirit of his task. making Penelope's bum cheeks 
redder and redder. Patiently Mr. Curitas watched. 
Presently she stopped crying. and except for 
intermittent sobbing she was quiet. Then her bottom 
started at last to rise to meet his hand. 


“You've done i ! Splendid!” cried Mr. Curitas. 
“Harder still! She's liking it". 

Any doubts of this was dispelled by her next 
remarks. 

“Oh. lovely! Harder! go on for ever!” 

"Fm sure we would like to oblige you, my 
dear.” said Mr. Curitas, coolly, "but I think young 
Masters has mastered the art now”. 

“Yes. I think I have”, grinned Geoff. 

“You kik-can't stop now. Go on, punish my 
naughty bottom!” 

Geoff stood up and Penelope slithered onto the 
floor. She grovelled on the floor, pleading with the 
two men. 

“You must! Dear Mr. Curitas, would you like 
to spank me?” 

"Of course I would but not now. When Molly 
has gone back to Ireland you can come here and ГЇЇ 
see that your backside is adequately punished". 

She brightened a little at the thought, 
reluctantly dressed and left. 


"Molly, dear". 
“Nat, me darling!" 
Mr. Curitas was uncomfortably aware of the 


presence of the press. They were both celebrities. 
Molly was the rather dissolute daughter of a top 
selling author, Mr. Curitas was a distinguished crime 
writer and leading authority on English literature. 
The flash bulbs startled him more than her. She 
beamed at the photographers. 

“Would you like a bit o` cheesecake or perhaps 
one of my — 

“No, they wouldn't,” said he, firmly. 

He seized her by the arm and led her away as 
forcibly as possible, while Sam Carson, his general 
factotem-valet-chauffeur, carried her suitcase. Her 
babble was non-stop. 

“Sure, I would like to show "em me legs and 
more besides. You like my legs, Nat darling, to say 
nothing of me bum”. 

Carson gulped. A startled gasp broke out from 
some of the press men trailing them. Mr. Curitas 
quickened their 3 

"Look what you've done. 
comments will be in the press" 
they were in the car. 

"Sure, why not! Your chauffeur's a darling. Is 
he going to spank me 

"Watch your driving, Sam. I'll talk to you later 
about young Molly. As for you young lady, shut up 
until you are with me-— alone!" 

Safely back in his house he ordered Mrs. Baker 
to bring afternoon tea; and then not to disturb them 
any more. Molly could hardly wait to get onto her 
favourite theme. 

"Com'n, Nat, 
good!” 

"All right”, he sighed. 

Without more ado she gleefully started to 
undress. 

“Do you have to take all your clothes off?” 


Molly. Those 
, he said, as soon as 


I want to be spanked — but 
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"Sure, me darling. Don't ask why”. 

He did not bother to. He carefully locked the 
door. By the time he had returned to his chair she 
was as God had made her. She laid across his lap. 

“Whee! Go it, Nat". 

He put all his strength into it. Soon her bottom 
was rising to meet his hand. All too soon he stopped 
and set her on her feet. 

“That will do for now”. 

Molly stared in amazement. 

“Why are you stopping? We have not even 
started properly”. 

“Well, that was a mere soupcon to whet your 
appetite for tonight. However, I have a nice surprise 
for you”. 

He went to a cupboard and produced a long 
swishy cane. Molly started to squirm. She took it 
from him and kissed it. * 

"Why must I wait? My bum aches for it”. 

“Perhaps it does, however we must eat. Mrs. 
Baker, my house keeper, will be leaving any minute 
to spend several days with her married daughter in 
Dorking. Anyway, after dinner there will be 
younger talent than mine to attend to your nether 
end". 

Molly's eyes sparkled. 

"Darling Nat, you have been to a lot of trouble 
for vour Mollv". 

"More than you'll ever know. Now do a slop 
strip-on for your old uncle Nat". 

Molly pouted. 

“Pm not so fond of dressing as I am of 
undressing, 'specially in front of men". 

“Pm quite .aware of that, young Molly. 
However, you will have the pleasure of stripping 
again when the young spanker arrives". 

“Oh, yes, when will he come?" 

“About seven-thirty. We dine at around six”. 

She started slowly to dress herself. Some of her 
more intimate garments she playfully dangled in Mr: 
Curitas's face. She invited him to do her suspenders 
up for her, to tie her brassiere strings, and ultimately 
to fix the fasteners at the back of her dress. In short 
he had almost to dress her. Inevitably, as they 
progressed there was much kissing and cuddling. She 
had the trick of almost purring. She made no sound 
but her freckled face took on a blissful expression 
and her green eyes seemed to change colour to a 
tender brown. 

Molly was dressed but it still wanted somg time 
to lunch. Mr. Curitas was not so old as to be 
incapable of appreciating her unadorned charms; 
but it was also nice to have her as she was now, even 


_ though dressed. She made a rose bud of her lips and 
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offered them to him. How sweet she was! 

It was a magical moment and all his! All too 
soon young Masters will be a-pleasuring her, 
slapping her bottom in a manner that he could not 
hope to equal. 

“Dear Nat,” she murmered, “you are a dear, 
dear old man. ‘Crabbed Age and Youth cannot live 
together’, so Shakespeare puts it, but he was wrong. 


I could live with you for ever and ever”. 

He realized that he was stroking her leg not so 
far from the crotch. He became rather embarrassed 
and withdrew his hand quickly. However, she only 
laughed. E 

"Really, Nat, you do that now when only a 
moment ago you had me starkers”. 

“I’m sorry", he muttered. “I am just a dirty old 
man”. 

“Nonsense! why when a young man has his way 
with a girl is it thought only natural; but if an old 
man so much as look at one he's abused for it? 1 
thought you were going to make it. Not my fault that 
you didn't”. 

АП this was very pleasant but Carson rang the 
gong for dinner. They went into the dining room. 
They did not use the big table but a smaller one set 
in a bay window. Although Mr. Curitas had not had 
any opportunity to explain Molly to Sam Carson she 
must have more than explained herself as she 
babbled away. However, by her repeated 
insinuations that Mr. Curitas loved doing this and 
that to her; or loved such and such portion of her 
anatomy, Sam Carson must have thought that he 
was as bad as she was. 

Dinner was over and they were lingering over 
their coffee when the front door bell rang. 

“That will be the young talent”, said Mr. 
Curitas. 

“Ooh!” exclaimed Molly, as she quickly 
drained her cup. 

They swiftly returned to the living room where 
Mr. Curitas sorted out the music master. 

"Do you know this?" he asked, showing her the 
disc Music for Stripping To. 

"Yes," she grinned. "I used it often'at stag 
parties". 

Mr. Curitas gulped. Molly was quite a girl: 
Carson came in. 

"Mr. Masters, sir". 

Geoff Masters entered the room and Carson 
withdrew. His impression on Molly was highly 
favourable. Her eyes sparkled at the sight of his 
massive frame. As for Geoff, he was dazzled by the 
sight of the lovely colleen. Who was pleasuring 
whom, indeed! 

"Sit yourself down in the middle of the sofa", 
said Mr. Curitas, kindly. "I will start the music and 
Molly will begin". 

So without formal introductions the music was 
started and Molly began dancing. As she began to 
remove her clothes she began to flush delicately. 
This was not because of any maidenly modesty. 
Indeed, she had done. It must have been some odd 
mechanism of nature to enhance her loveliness. 
When she got down to her more intimate garments 
she became very teasing. She dangled each flimsy 
garment in young Geoff's face, as she had done to 
Mr. Curitas during her strip-on. However, this time 
her progress was more desirable: towards nudity and 
not away from it. 

Her last garment, her suspender belt, she flung 


gently in young Masters's face, She stood for a while 
so he could study her full frontal nudity, then she 
turned so that he could take in her shapely back, 
especially the “arena for his activities” her 
delectable bottom. Then in a thrice she was across 
his lap, face down and arse up. 

“Go it, me lad, hard!” she said, cheerfully. 

Well rehearsed with Penelope Paul Geoff really 
packed a wallop. There was no warm up. Wham! 
Wham! Wham! 

“Hey! cried Molly. “This boy has real talent”. 

At the height of their mutual passion the door 
bell rang. 

“Bugger it!” screamed Molly. “Just as we were 
getting into the action”. 

"Well, who now?" said Mr. Curitas. “ГЇЇ try 
and get rid of him. Carry on your fun but not too 
nois 


Hell," moaned Molly, "how can we not be 
noisy?" 

Geoff did his best but his vigorous wallops had 
turned into gentle pats. 

"This is no fun at all”, groaned Molly. 

Mr. Curitas went to the hall. Penelope Paul 
stood there with Sam Carson. 

“Oh, Mr. Curitas, I think that I left my gloves 
here last night”. 

“You never wear them”, said Mr. Curitas, 
gravely. "You really hoped to get in on a slice of 
tonight's action”. 

Penelope groaned. 

"Oh, dear Mr. Curitas, my bottom gives me no 
rest”, 

“It won't do, Penny! Molly Connor does not 
like sharing the action. Tonight we'll let you in on it 
as you're here but until she goes you can't be 
satisfied further in this house” 


“All right, but let me in on things tonight”. 

Mr. Curitas took her to the living room. Molly, 
disgruntled at her spanker's lack of vigour, sprang 
from his lap at their entrance. 

“Who's this tart barging in!" she flared. 

“Molly, your manners! This is Miss Penelope 
Paul, Professor's Paul's daughter”. 

“She might be the Emperor of 
daughter, I don't want her here”. 

However, she was passified on Geoffrey's 
promising to renew his former vigour. She got back 
on his lap and he continued to punish her bottom 
energetically. 

Meanwhile Penelope was in difficulties. 

“I do not like undressing in front of people. 
You know that”. 

“Strip off in my bedroom. There's a dressing 
gown there for you”. 

However, when she came back in his dressing 
gown she had no qualms about taking it off and 
standing there naked. 

“Г spank you while Geoff is busy with Molly", 
said Mr. Curitas. 

"Better than nothing", Penelope grumbled. 

She got across Mr. Curitas's lap and he put his 


China's 
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best effort into slapping her posterior. At last Geoff 
Masters felt Molly had had enough. The two men 
exchanged girls. Any spanking was better than no 
spanking to Molly but an old man is no substitute for 
a young man. Eventually the session ended. 

"How about the swishy cane?" asked Molly, 
breathlessly. * 

Mr. Curitas went and fetched it. With a swoop 
of joy Molly put her hands on the arm of the sofa 
and projected her bottom up high. Geoff took the 
cane and started to swipe at her buttocks. She 
screamed with a mixture of pain and ecstasy, Her 
bottom already scarlet from the spanking 
showed some wheals. Mr. Curitas decided 
enough was enough. 

“That will do! Go and get dressed, Penny, and 
Molly will delight us with a slow strip-on" 

Penelope, who had not yet acquired much of a 
taste for canes, put on the dressing gown and left 
them. Molly dressed slowly and as tantalisingly as 
only she knew how. When Penelope returned, fully 
dressed, to say goodbye Molly, who had only her 
suspender belt and stockings on, decided to be 
pleasant to her. 

“I'm sure you are a real nice young lady", she 
said generously, “but don't crowd те" 

After Penelope had gone Geoff also took his 
leave as soon as Molly was fully dressed. 

“Hell!” cried Molly, in a fury. "I didn't get 
poked". 

Yes, thought Mr. Curitas, she was quite a girl! 
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